I^                     MEEK   HERITAGE

be overcome by a fighting temper and cannot be
ignored. Old Penjami was nigh to being crushed
by an obstinate suspicion that there might be
things to compel his respect.

He growled in his throat and sat down by the
roadside.  ,

A tiny wooden torch burns in its holder on the
living-room wall at Nikkila;  its light falls on the
two red-haired daughters, Eeva, the older, and
Marke, the younger.   Both are the offspring of
Penjami's second marriage,   the sole surviving
offspring, and take after their mother in appear-
ance.   They have a stolid air and arc sparing of
speech even when alone together, yet they always
seek each other's company.   This evening the
bond of sympathy between them is particularly
strong, for all the evening they have had the
living-room in which their infancy was spent to
themselves.   With  the  mistress  away  and   the
master away the servants are not likely to stay at
home, for this is the season of the year for hirings
and sprees.   Only the crickets cry continuously
in the cracks of the big brick fireplace and from
the splitwood fire the bark gives a ghostly rustle
as it curls into ashes.   Right under the torch-clip
Marke sits, mumbling the words  of her long
narrow Catechism;   farther away Eeva treads
her spinning-wheel.   Each time Eeva stops to
move the thread to the next groove, Marke stops